The TrageSe of Hamlet 
Letnotthe royallbed of Deirmarkebe 
A couch for luxury and damned incelL 
But ho wforacuer thou purfucs this aft, 

Tain’t not thy rainde, nor let thy foule contrlue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen^ 
And to thofethornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her, fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme mewes the marine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vneffeftuall fire, 

Adiew, adiew,adiew, remember me. 

Htm. O all you hofl of heauen, 6 earth, what els. 
And lhall I coupple hell, 6 fie, hold, hold my hart, 
And you my finnowes, growe not inflam old. 

But bearc me fwiftly vp 5 remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghofl whiles memory holds afeate 
In this diflrafted globe, remember thee. 

Yea, from the tableofmy memory 
lie wipe away all triuiallfond records, 

Allfawes of bookes, all formes, all prefTures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 

A nd thy commandement all alone lhall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O mofl pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine,fmiling damned villaine^ 

My tables, meet it is I fet it do wnc 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 

At leaft I am lure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adew , adew, remember me. 
lhauefworn’e. 

JF»«r Horatiot <md 

Hard. My Lord, my Lord. 

TylAr. JLotAHtmlet. 

Bwd. Heauensfccurehira. 

Hum. So be it. 

hdar. Illo,ho,ho,myLord. 

. Hillo,ho,ho,ooy come,andcome. 


Prince of Denmarke* 

j^4T. Howi’ftmynobleLord? 

What newes my Lord f 

/i<7».0,wonderfull. 

Hard. Good my Lord tell it. 
no»> No,you will reuealc it. 

Bard. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Si. Howfoy you then* would hart of man once thinke it, 

Butyou’le be fecret. 

Booth. Ibyhemta. 

Hm. There’s neuer a villaine. 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 

^Sll?.'ThcrTScsJ^^^^ 

To tell vs this. . . • v 

Hdm. Why right, you are in the tight. 

And fo without more circumflance at all 

I hold it fit that we lhake hands and part. 

You, asyourbufines and defire lhall poyntyou, 
for euery roan hath bufines and defi re 

Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 

Bor^ T^cfe arebut wilde and whurling wotdsmy Lord. 
Bdm. I am forty they offend you hartify,. 

Yes faith hartily, 

» Bortk There’s no offence my Lord. 

Bdm. Yes by Saint Patwkbut there is Hordtht 
And much offence to, touching this vifion heer^ 

It is an honefl Ghofl that let me tellyoui' , 

For your defire to knowe what is bet weene vs 
Oremaflret as you may, and now good ffiends. 

As you are friends, fchollers, and fouldiers, 

Giue me one poorerequefl. 

Bord. What i’fl my Lord, we will. 

Bdm. Neuer make knowne what you haue fecne to night. 
Booth. My Lord we will not. 

BffM^Nay but fwear’t. 

Bord. In faith my Lord not I. 

Ttldr. NorJmy.Lordiafaith. 
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